156	18.  Story of the Eighteenth Statuette — SR
4.	Enjoy and give away your possessions, honor the honorable,
and cherish the good.   Fortune is as unstable as the flame of a
lamp fluttering in a very strong wind.
Tell no secrets to women; have no worries about the future; think
only pleasantly even of your enemies; let no day be wasted, without
alms or study or the like; honor your parents; do not converse with
thieves; never return a harsh answer. Do not put great things in
hazard for the sake of small ones. And it is said:
5.	A wise man should not risk what is important for the sake of
what is unimportant.   For just in this wisdom consists, that the
important is saved by (losing) the unimportant.
Give gifts to the poor; practise the service of others with mind, deed,
and word, abiding firm in righteousness. Such is the science of good
policy as expounded for the benefit of ordinary men. But this King
Vikrama knew all the science of policy by his very own nature.
Now in the course of time once a certain stranger came and visited
the king, and seated himself. And the king said to him: "Devadatta
[tf John Doe '], where is your home ? " The man replied: " O king, I
am a foreigner; I have no fixt abode, but simply wander about all the
time." The king said: "What strange thing may you have seen in
wandering about the earth?" He answered: "O king, I have seen one
great marvel/5 The king said: "What is it? Tell me." He said: "On
Sunrise Mountain there is a great temple of the sun. There the Ganges
flows by. And on the bank of the Ganges there is a temple of Qiva;
the temple is (called) Purger from Sin. Now a certain golden pillar
arises out of the stream of the Ganges, and upon it is a throne studded
with all the nine jewels. Just after sunrise this golden pillar rises above
the surface of the earth; and at midday it reaches the sun's disk. After
this, when the sun sets, it also comes down of itself and sinks in the
water of the Ganges, Every single day this happens there. This great
marvel have I seen." And when King Vikrama heard that he went
with him to that place, and at night slept there. And in the -morning,
when the sun arose, the golden pillar with the jeweled throne arose out
of the stream of the Ganges. And the king himself mounted on the
pillar. And the pillar began to rise to the sun's orb; and when it came
near the sun, the king's body, burned by the sun's rays like sparks of
fire, came to look like a lump of meat. And when in this form he reacht
the sun's orb, he praised the Sun with many songs of praise* such as this:

